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Introduction 

IT IS believed that tUs Is the flist time a coll< 
of verse devoted to Langlitei bas been biongl 
getber, and tbe poems wblch foUow will sbow, 1 
tban any description of tbem, wtaat an Interestln] 
delectable field It le to glean in. Yet I^ugbt 
anotber of tbe few topics wblcb have appealed 
to tbe singers of tbls or any otber day. It seems 
there weie a dlstmst of the physical act that s 
tliam domb before It. It cannot be fiom lack o 
bomorons sense; for no person wlthont it can 
poetry at all, since precisely the sense of proporti 
needed for expression In rhyme and rbytlun wblc! 
sense of bomor ensures. 

Nor Is It In any sense tme tbat poetry Is lackl 
tbe element of mlrtb and merriment. On tbe cont 
mocb of tbe finest verse Is alive wltb tbe spirit oj 
' I small sbare of onr singlug is devoted to ] 
onvlviallty. It is merely tbat Langhter 
Ing, the crown and pinnacle of boman mlrl 
lave not been seized npon by tbe poet ae s 
calmer and more remote form of artistic ei 
Iduj^ilng songs there are, in all languagee 
Idling poems; and it may be shrewdly susp 
Be modem days that tbe poets themselves 
anghed at too mach and too often for the 
Iianghter with friendly eyes, 
as Mr, Blunt proves in the concloding poc 
wk. It Is possible to treat Laughter serionsl] 
Ugnlty. Hot one living being on this 
as an expression of mlrtb except mortal 
be does not commemorate the fact, snrely n 
UL An animal, tbe byena, makes a noise 
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closely r«8embles our langibter; but tha beast is of too 
dlSKHBtlng a natnie to permit bis celebtatloa In poetry. 
On tbe otber band, two birds, oni own nortbein loon, 
and the giant klngflsher or laogbing Jackass of Anstia- 
11a, also use a sound distinctly akin in sound to onr 
langbter for tbelr cnstomary cry, and botb of tbese 
bave been treated In veisee wbicb may be found within. 
While it Is impossible for any one to exhaost the 
enormons and growing body of English poetry on any 
topic, it Is believed that a large part of the poems 
devoted to Langhter are included here, their number 
eked ont by verses which mention Landing, and 
several which deal with individuals wbo were regarded 
as lan^worthy. 

WALLACE BIOE. 
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Hute thee, Nympli, and bilng vltli Uiae 
Jest and youthful Jollity, 
Qn^s and cranks, and wanton wilea. 
Nods, and backs, and wreatbfid smiles, 
Bnch as bang on Hebe's cheek, 
And lore to live In dimple sleek; 
SpoTt that wrinkled Care derides, 
And Iiaugbter holding both his sides. 

— John Milton. 





Tea, tbat f &li aeck, too beantlfnl by ball. 
Those eyes, that voice, that bloom, all do her honoi; 

Tet after all, that Uttle giddy langb 
la what. In my mind, alts the best npon Iter. 

Good OodI 'T would make the very streets and ways 
Tbiotigli which she pasBes, bnrat Into a plea«urel 
Did melancholy come to mar my days, 
And kill me In the lap of too mnch lelsnre. 
No spell were wanting, from the dead to lalse me, 
Bnt only that sweet laugh, wherewith she slays me. 
— I«lgh Hont, from the Fiench of Maiot. 



Ood gave man 

His lUa and breath. 
Gave him knowledge 

Of hla death; 
And thsiaafter 
Oave him laughter. 

— Wallace Bice. 



How Laughter Came to Man 

The Seiapli of the naming Sword 

The gates had locked and Varied, 
As Fathei Adam stands aghast 

At life, BO newlj hard; 
Zhre bows beside him In her tears — 

The first she 's ever shed; 
For on tholr hearts the primal cnrse 

Hangs heavier than lead. 



Henceforth In sweat theli bread they eat. 

And monm the sorry fate 
That drlTes them from the bliss within 

The paradlsal gate; 
Their angel playmates ne'er again 

They '11 see — and donbly grieve 
As off they set, most mournfully, 

Poor Adam and poor Eve. 






The monntaln days besmear them o'er. 

The wood stains foot and hand — 
They aro a funny looking pair 

As eye to eye they stand; 
Wben comes a sonnd of sudden wings 

That tnms their sad hearts glad. 
And lo! there files down nnto them 

A blithesome angel lad. 



His dimpled cheeks are fat and fair, 

His aureole 's askew. 
His eyes aro twinkling, and his smile 

Is broad enough for two; 
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The Height of the Ridiculous 

ate some lines once on a time 

wondzons merry mood, 

tbougtit, as nsnal, men would say 
loy vote exceeding good. 



' were so tneer, bo very queer, 
Isaglied as Z would die; 
It, in tlie general way, 
sober man am I, 

led my servant, and be came; 
iw kind It was of him 
ilnd a slender man like me, 
I of tbe mighty limb. 

ase to tbe printer," I exclaimed, 

id, in my hmnorous way, 

led (as a trifling Jest), 

mere 'U bo the derU to pay." 

ook the paiier, and I watched, 
d saw him peep within; 
le first line he read, his face 
IS all upon the grin. 



ead the next; the grin grew broad, 
d shot from ear to ear; 
ead the third; a chuckling noise 
low began t 





In searcb of q.oip and dulddity I 're sat all day, alone, 
apart — 

And all tbat I conld Mt on as a problem was — to find 
Analogy betveen a scrag of mutton and a Bonr-part, 

Wblcli offers sllgbt employment to tbe speculatlTe 

For yon cannot call It very good, however great yoni 
charity — 
It 's not the sort of humor that Is greeted with a 
shout — 
And I 've come to tbe conclusion tbat the mine of 
Jocularity, 
In present Anno Domini, Is worked completely out! 
Tbongh the notion you may scout, 
I can prove beyond a doubt 
That the mine of jocolailty Is utterly worked out! 
— William S. Gilbert 

Tbe man who frets at worldly strife 

Grows saUow, soni, and thin; 
Gtve us tbe lad whose bappy life 

Is one perpetual grlnt 

— Joseph Bodman Drake. 

Time past I thought it worth my while 
To hunt all day to catch a smile: 
Now ladies do not smile, but laugh, 
I like It not so mnch by half; 
And yet perhaps it might be shown 
A laugh Is bnt a smile full-blown. 

— Walter Savage Landor. 




8«e tlutt tbe verses are few, darUngl 

Keep to the rule of tbree; 
That will be better for yon, darling! 

Certainly better for roe. 

— Owen Seaman. 

Laughter and Love 

O Laughter, Love, delicious pair, 
Together anything ye dare; 
Then why doth Love pat on the rue. 

Or heartless Laughter ring untrue, 
Wlien hand In hand ye are so fair? 

Oay Laughter takes from Love all care, 
Dear Love makes Laugltter sweet as dew; 
The goda preserve you one, not two, 
O Langhter, Lovel 

When Laughter loves, what mirth la there I 
And when Love langhs, the heart 's laid barel 
When langhlng Love goes forth to sue, 
Or loving Langhter comes to woo. 
What man or maid escapes your snare, 
O Langhter, Love? 

— John Jarvls Holden. 



Nature hath framed strange fellows in her time: 

Some that will evermore peep through their eye& 

And laugh, like parrots, at a bagpiper; 

And others of such vinegar aspect. 

That they 'U not show their teeth in way of smile 

Though Nestor swear the Jest be laudable. 

— William Shakespeare. 

19 




Lines to the Laughing Jackass 

I come from ^msy lianntB of men 

Witli Natnre to commime, 
Which yon, It aeems, obaeive, and then 

Iiaugli out like some buffoon. 

Tou cease, and throngh the f oiest drear 

I pace with 
^nten once again upon my ear 

Breaks In yooi harsh guffav. 

I look aloft, to yonder place 

Wliere placidly you sit. 
And tell you to youi very face, 

I do not like yonr wit. 

I 'm in no mood for blatant jest, 

I hate your mocking song. 
My weary soul demands the rest 

Senled to it so long. 

Besides, there passes through my brain 

The poet's love of fame — 
Why should not an Australian strain 

Immortalize my name? 

And so I pace the forest drear. 

Filled wltb a sense of 
When louder still upon my ear 

Breaks In yonr harsh gtHa.'w, 

Tet, truly. Jackass, it may be. 
My words are all unjust: 




Ton laogh at what yon heai and see. 
And laugb liscanse you muBt. 

Ton 've seen Uau, clvlUzed and nide. 

Of vBTylng race and croed: 
Tlie Uack-aklnned savage almoat nade, 

Tbe EngliBlimBn in twead. . . . 

VfbilB yon, from yonder lofty height, 

Have studied human ways, 
And with a Batlriat's delight 

Dissected hidden traits. 

Langh on, langh on! Yotu raptnions shout 

Again on me intrudes; 
BDt I liave found your secret ont, 

O Cynic of the Woods, 

Weill I confess, grim mocking elf, 

Howe'er I rhapsodize. 
That I am more in love with self 

Than with the earth and skies. 

80 I will lay the epic 1>y 

That I had Just iMgnn; 
Wby sboQld I Bcrlbhie? Let me lie 

And hafik heie In the son. 

And let me pwn, were I endowed 
Wltb your fine hmnoions sense, 
I, too, should laugh — aye, quite as loud. 
At all Uan'B vain pretence. 

— Arthur Fatchett Martin. 
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Ab, no) — for In Ualne I wfU flsd tbee 

A sweetly sequeBtiated nook, 
Wtiere tlie far-winding SkoodoowabakookBlg 

Oonjolns wltb tlie SkaadODwabBkook. 

Tbeie wander two beaatlfnl rivers 
With many a winding and crock; 

The one U tbe BkoodoowabBkookala; 
Tlie other, the Skoodoowabakook. 

Ah, sweetest of hanntsl though unmentioned 

In geography, atlas, or book. 
How fair is tbe SkoodoowabskooksU 

When joining the Skoodoowabskookl 

Our cot shall be close by the waters. 

Within that Beqnestrated nook, 
Keflected by Skoodoowabskooksls, 

And mirrored in Skoodoowabskook. 

You BhaU sleep to the masic of leafiets, 

By zephyrs In wantonness shook, 
To dream of the Skoodoowabskooksls 

And, perhaps, of the Skoodoowabskook. 

Tonr food shall be fish from the waters. 
Drawn forth on the point of a hook. 




Such crowds of pratty glils lie found 

Occasion to admire. 
It eav« his subjects double grouiid 

For gieetiug liim as Sire! 
To shoot foi cocoa-nuts lie manned 

His army eTery spring, 
Eut all conscription Btemly banned 

This jolly UtOe IdnEl 
Ho, ho, bo, ho! Ha, ha, ha, ha! 

This joUy little king! 

He eyed no nelghborinK domain 

With envy or with greed, 
And, Ilka a pattern sovereign. 

Took Pleasure for his creed! 
Yet 't was not. If aright I ween. 

Until his life took wing. 
His subjects saw that he had been 

A JoUy UtUe king! 
Ho, ho, ho, ho! Ha, ha, ha, hal 

This Jolly little king! 

This worthy monarch, readers mine. 

Ton even may now see 
Embellishing a tavern-sign 

Well known to yon and me. 
There, when the fete-day bottle flows. 

Their bumpers they will bring. 
And toast beneath his very nose 

This JoUy little king! 
Ho, ho, ho, hoi Ha, ha, ha, hal 

This JoUy UtUe king! 
—William Toynbee, from the French of Stranger. 
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The Ballade of Prose and Rh3mie 

When the loads are heavy with mire and mt, 
In NovflnL'ber toga, in December snows, 

When the North Wind bowls, and the doors are shut. 
There is place and enough for the pains of prose; — 
But whenever a scent from th« whitehom blows. 

And tbe Jasmine-stars to the casement climb. 
And a BosaUnd-face at the lattice sbows. 

Then heyt ~-for the ripple of langblng ibymel 

When tbe brain gets dry as an empty not^ 
When the reason stands on Its sqnaiest toes, 

When the mind (like a beard) has a "formal cat," 
There is place and enough for the pains of prose; — 
But whenever the Uay-blood stfra and glows, 

And the yoons year draws to the ' 'golden prime,' ' — 
And Sir Borneo sticks in his ear a rose, 

Then hey! — for the ripple of laughing rbyme) 

In a theme where tbe thoughts have a pedantstmt 
In a changing nuarrel of "Ayes" and "Noes," 

In a starched procession of "If" and "But^" 

There is place and enough for the pains of prose; — 
But whenever a soft glance softer grows. 

And the light hours dance to tbe trysting-tlme, 
And the secret is told "that no one knows," 

Then heyl — for tbe ripple of laughing rhyme! 

In the work-a-day world, — for Its needs and woes, 
There is place and enough for tbe pains of prose; 

But whenever tbe May-bells clash and chime! 

Then heyl — for tbe ripple of laughing rbymel 

— ^Austin Dobwm. 



From "Barney McGee" 
Barney HcG«e, there 'b no end of good luck In you, 
WlU-o'-the-wisp, with a flickei of Puck in yon. 
Wild as a bull-pup, and all of lifs pluck In you — 
Let a man tread on your cost and he '11 see! 
Eyes like the lakes of Klllamey for clarity, 
Nose that turns up without any vulgarity, 
Smile like a cbeml), and hair that is carroty — 
Whoop you 're a rarity, Barney IdcQee! 
Uellow as Tarragon, 
Prouder than Aragon — 
Hardly a paragon, 

You will agree — 
Here 's all that 's fine to yout 
Books and old wine to you! 
Oirls be divine to you, 

Barney McOee! . . . 
Och, and the girls whose poor hearts yon deracinate. 
Whirl and bewilder and flutter and faactnatel 
Faith, it 's so killing you are, you assassinate — 
Murder 'a the word for you, Barney ]UcG«e! 
Bold when they 're sunny, and smooth when they 're 

showery — 
Oh, but the style of you, fluent and flowery! 
Chesterfield's way, with a touch of the Boweryl 
How would they silence you, Barney machree? 
Naught can your gab allay, 
Learned as Bahelais — 
Ton In his abbey lay 

Once on the spree. 
Here 's to the smile of yoni — 
Oh, hut the guile of you! — 
And a long while of you, 
Barney UcQeel 




Barney McOm, you 'ra tlia pick of gtntUlty; 

a pliaae yon, yon 've such a facility; 
Nobody evai yet found your utility — 

Tbere Is tlie cliann of you, Barney McQee; 

Under ctmditlons tliat others would stammer on. 

Still nndlsturlMd as a cat oi a Cameron, 

a somebody in tbe Decameron, 

Futtlng tUe Klamonr on prince or Fawnea. 

In your mesnderln', 

Ziove and phllandeTln', 

Oalm OS a mandarin 

Sipping Ilia tea! 



Parcel and part of yon, 
Here 's to the heart of yon. 



Barney McOeel 



Ton will) were ever alert to befriend a m&n. 
Ton wlio were ever tbe flnrt to defend a man. 
Ton who bad always the money to lend a man, 

Down on his Inck and hard up for a VI 
Sura, you '11 be playlns a haip In beatitude — 
And a quaie sight you will be in that attitude — 
Some day, where gratitude seems bnt a platltnde, 
You '11 And your latitude, Barney McQee. 
That 'a no iUm-Ham at all. 
Frivol or sham at all. 
Just the plain — damn It all, 

Have one with me! 
Here 's one and more to you! 
Friends by the score to you. 
True to the core to you, 
Barney UcQee! 

— Blchard Rovey. 

I am not sad, and Iiaughter's cup 
Oft comes to me. I dilnk it up. 
In thankfulness that so much mirth 
Should fall to one so long on earth; 
And sometimes sit to mnae again 
Upon the laughter of ub men: 
How often for unworthy things 
Against a startled sky It lings. 
How often it Is half a lie 
To please the ape that 's standing by; 
And yearn with all my heart for Joy 
Like that in laughter of a boy. 
Who merely lauf^s becanso he mturt. 
At simple things, In simple trust ^ 
All mirth, whole-hearted merriment. 
As happy as 't Is Innocent. 

— Christopher Bannister. 
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The Quarrel 

Lore and Laughter fall at outs: 
Clouds grow heavy In tlie sky 
And tlie sun ia like to die 

Vlien Love 'b glum and Langliter lloi 

IiOTfl went forth that day to woo — 
Laughter stayed at home to fro 
Love, once light as the thlstledt 

Oame again, most sad to view; 

For the maiden he would see 

Looked amazed, and tnmed awa; 
Where was Love, once blithe an 

In that face of misery? 

X>aughter to the damsel went: 
She In wander gazed at him, 
Heard his voice grown harsh an 

Sent him home again, forspent. 

I>anghter looked at Love, and sighed 
Love and Langhtei gazed wltk ti 
Both dismissed their doubts and 

Made it up, and kissed and cried. 

Hand In hand they now appear — 
Lives tliere lass In any lane 
Who would dare deny the twal 

When Lore 's gay and Laughter dea 
— John J 
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Vive la Bagatelle! 

Slug a sons of foollalmeBS, laughing stocks and cranksl 
Tbe mote there are the menlei, come and Join the 

ranks! 
Ufa Is dry and stupid; whoop her up a Utl 
Sonkejra live In clover; bray and throw a fltl 

Take yourself In earnest, never stop to think. 
Stmt and swagger lioldly, diess tn red and pink; 
Prate of stuff uid nonsense, get yoarself atinsed; 
Some one 's got to play the fool to keep the crowd 
amosed! 

Bnlly for the Idotl Bully foi tbe gny! 

Tou conid be a prig yourself. If yon would only tryl 

Altruistic asses keep the fun alive; 

Clowns are growing scarcer; hnrry and arrive! 

I seen a ciazy critic a-writln' of a screed; 
"Tendencies" and "Unities" — Maeterlinck, Indeedl 
Hs wore a paper collar, and his tie was np behind; 
If that 'e the test of Culture, then I 'm glad I 'in not 
refined! 



Let me laugh at yon; then you can laugh at me; 
Then we 'U josh together everything we see; 
Every one 's a nincompoop to anotlier'a view; 
Laughter makes the son shine; Soop-de-doodle-doo! 
— Qelett Surgesa. 

And laughter oft la but an art 
To drown the outcry of the heart. 

— Hartley Coleridga 




Was it because the gods were pleued 
That they were awful ia onr eyas. 

Whom we In very deed api^eased 
With barley-cakes of sacrlficeT 

The forest knew her and was glad. 
And laughed for very Joy to know 

Het child was with her; then, grown sad. 
She wept, because her (dilld must go. 




To Quenchless Laughter 

Fan fatbned tbee, ThaUa gave thee biiU, 
qnencUsBS LaQghtei, whan Van fliat was sent 
To stmt his day, and give thy powers vent 
That thou mlghtest pait pretense fiom things oi 
woith; 

Kin of thy hlood are HappinoBs and Utrth, 

Thou 'It Joy's stout brothei, twin to Menlment, 
Wit's follower, comrade to Health and Content: 
Long mayst thou llTe to shake the sober earthl 

Folly's flist foe and Pride's best enemy. 

Of melancholy the HTifftinng cure. 

And certain tonic for our dally smart, 
Oome Laughter, with Good Cheer and Jollity, 

Uan's Honest friend, welcome In every heart 

To be both weaim and solace for the poorl 

— Wallace Bice. 

The girl with dimples — bless her soul I 
How sweet she is at Uirth's alarm 

In leaving Laugliter, as a whole. 
Hot only Merriment, but Chaim. 

— Oliver Marble. 

Long before the college cheer 
Came to vex the modem ear, 
Laoghter conld a better show; 
Ha-ha-hal Ha-hat H&-hol 

— John Jarrls Holdon. 



I had rather have a fool to make me merry. 
Than experience to make me sad. 

— William Shake ^eare. 
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Nov the freRh Tear, reviving old Desirea, 
Tbe thoughtful Soul to Solitude letlieB, 

a thta Club snd That with anxious eye. 
And die&ma of Bonnda beyond the Bounds of Liars. 

Come, choose your Ball, and in the Fire of Spring 
Your Bed Coat, and your wooden Fntter fling; 

The Club of Time has but a little while 
To waggle, and the Club la on the swing. 

Whether at Uusselburgh or Shlnnecock, 
In motley Hom or humbler motley Sock, 

The Cup of Life is ebbing Drop by Drop, 
Whether the Cup be filled with Scotch or Bock, 

A Bag of Clubs, a Silver-Town or two, 

A Fla«k of Scotcb, a Pipe of Shag — and Thou 

Beside me caddying in the Wilderness — 
Ah, Wilderness were Paradise enow. 

Myself when young did eagerly freqaent 
Jamie and His, and beard great argument 

Of Qrip and Stance and Swing; bat evermore 
Found at the Exit but a Dollar spent. 
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He bas no vlfe or chick ot child, 

He does not oini a cant, 
Not home, nor clothea, worth speaUmg of; 

And yet be seons content. 
And what is bettei, everywheie 

He takes contentment still, 
For he Is alwa.]rB laughing, and 

They call him Langhing EUl. 



There is n't anything yon ask 

BiU will not Hart to do; 
He keeps yon gnesslng all the time — 

Bat keeps yon laoghing, too. 
And ereiy honr of every day 

We send for him, nnUl 
He Is the hnslest thing in town. 

Old lazy Langhlng Bill. 

The children tag him all about; 

He gives them from his store 
Of useless things the things they love, 

TiU he can give no more, 
42 



And then lio sUrts to make them i 
With heorleBt good vlU— 

They 're never made; bnt then, he 1 
And laugha, and goes, — old Bill! 

The mothen love him, and the mi 

All smile to see him ronn'. 
No one 1b half M popular 

In all that hlessSd tonn. 
He chases far away the tears 

Of every Jack and Jill; 
He langhs, and then they 're langhl 

At sight of Langhlng Bill. 

And I 've a notion when It comei 

To doing good on earth, 
The lantem-Jaw may make things 

However lacking mirth; 
And yet — and yet — on the Oteat 

I cannot think that 111 
Is coming to that Idle, shiftless, 

Lasy Langhlng Bill I 



A merrier man 
WltUn the limits of becoming mlrt 
I never spent an hour's talk withal: 
His eye begets occasion for hie vl 
Tor every ohject that the one dot! 
The other turns to a mlrth-lovlng ; 
— Williams 
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And teats of nlgbt and monow 
And laoglis of maid and 1>ot; 

If you were tbtall to sorrow, 
And I were page to Joy. 

If yon were April's lady, 

And I were lord In Uay, 
We 'd tlirow wltli leaves for lionrs 
And draw for days with flowers, 
TUl day like nlgbt were sliady 

And nigbt were brig&t like day; 
If yon were April's lady, 
e lord In May. 




••Id flniBh the novel I need not try.'* 

And reeltng the need 

Of » Uttle feed, 
She ate the whole of a large mince pie. 

She went to bed with a heavr heart, 
To awoke betimes with a fearful etart; 
Far an her cheit, 
M jr. Disturbing her rest, 

;' ^ t Was a little old man In a purple vest. 

■ ' - "Ton find me here," 

1-'^ ll He remarked with a, leer, 

i ' i ; Aa he cocked bla hat o'er bis large left eat, 

: . I "To untie the knot 

l'. 'i il Of your wonderful plot; 

■'•■jj jj Foe I know who 's who and I know irttat 's 

\\j|^ l\ Ton must tnairy Olaade to the Lady Grey 
And balk the villain of his prey. 
The rakish Lord with a touch of gout 
Must elope with the lady a trifle stout. 
And a convent's walls must hide from view 
The inginne with the eyes so blue." 

Then the little old maa with the purple veA 
Bemoved himself from the lady's chest, 

And be vanished from view 

Up the chimney Sue, 
As such queer people are wont to do. 

Tbe lady came ont of her mlnce-ple trance 
And wrote the end of ber great romance. 
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Lilian 

Airjr. fury IiUlan, 

rutting, fairy UUaa, 

Wben I ask lier if Bbe lov« me, 

OlaspB tier tiny hands above me, 

Laughing all she can; 

She '11 not tell me if she love me. 

Cruel Uttle Lilian. 



When my pasBlon seeks 
Pleasance in love-Blghs, 
She, looking thiough and through me 
ThoiOQglily to undo me. 
Smiling, never speaks: 
So innocent-arch, so cunning simple. 
From heneath her gathered wimpte 
Qlancing with black-Deaded eyes. 
Till the lightning laughters dimple 
The baDy-roses In her cheeks; 
Then away she flies. 

Prithee weep, lOay Lilian I 
Oayety without eclipse 

Wearieth me. May Lilian: 
Throngb my very heart It thrllleth 

When from crimson-threaded llpa 
ffllvet laughter trllleth: 

Fntliee weep, May Lilian. 

Fray all lean, 
If prayers will not hush thee. 
Airy LiUan, 




There is a garden In her f&ce, 
Where roses and white lilies grow; 

A heavenly paradise is that place. 
Wherein all pleasant frntts do show. 

There cberies grow, which nme may hny 

Till "Cherry ripe" themselves do cry. 

Those cherries fairly do enclose 

Of orient pearls a double row; 
Which, when her lovely laughter shows. 

They look like rosebuds filled with snow. 
Tet them nor peer nor prince can hny 
Till "Cherry ripe" themselves do cry. 

Her eyes like angels watch them still; 

Her hrowB like bended hows do stand, 
Threatening with piercing frowns to kill 

All that attempt, with eye or hand, 
Those sacred cherries to come nigh 
Till "Cherry ripe" themselves do cry. 

— Thomas Campion. 

The buhhle winked at me, and said, 

"Ton 'U miss me, brother, when I 'm dead." 

— Oliver Herf Old. 
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Ballade of the Comic Muse 

HollI mlstrsu of tbe meaty tongn«, 

Of lively wit and laogbliis mood; 
Gay queen of bnmoi, ever young; 

WlttuU fall of solicitude 

To ease Uf«'s wotst TiclsBitnde 
By some sage Jest or snbtle rose 

Of Tbyme to teacb ns not to brood 
Wlien we may court tliee, Comic Muse I 

Since ancient Horace gibed and flung 

His verses at Bome's feet, Uie crude 
Ooncelts of time quaint bards taave song 

To make dismay a platitude 

And give a wider latitude 
To JoyouaneBs; for wlio would cboose 

The worries of life's endlesB fend 
Wben we may court tbe Comic Unae? 

No; let us rather lounge among 

Sywt^B obscure, and thus elude 
The striving hordes whose gains ar3 wrong 

From tortured lives and servitnle. 

If fate Is harsh and times are rude. 
To best resist — have nought to lose; 
When we may court the Comic Mdm7 

Muse, lest ambition should delude. 
Be gracious, nor our suit refuse; 

For mirth shall every 111 exdade 
When we may court thee. Comic Unse! 

— Bay Clark Base. 
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I Only Laugh 

I only Ungh at tlie invKUoos grin 
With whlcli tlie goat-faced herd at m« do stai 
I langli, too, at tbe foxes, vlio with bare 
Oaimt paunches sniff and gape, all btutger-thii 

I laugh, too, at the apes that look so wise. 
And swell tbemselTes to arbiters of thought; 
I laugh, too, at the craven good-for-nonght. 
Who wltli his poisoned steel in. ambush lies. 



wreath of Life's 



For when Good Fortune's 
flowers 
Is smitten by the hand of adverse Fate, 
And shattered at our feet lies all forlorn. 
And when the heart within the breast is torn, 
Tom, broken, cleft In twain and desolate, — 
Why, — shrill. Ironic laughter still Is oursi 
' — From tbe German of Heii 

Laugh and grow fat; 

Frown and be thin: 
When you know that, 
Laugb and grow fat. 
Tie your cravat 

Bound double cbln: 
Laugb and grow fat; 

Frown and be thin. 

— Oliver Marh 

Wbat then remains, bnt well our power to nse, 
And keep good humor atlll, whate'er we loM? 
And trust me, dear, good humor can prevail 
When alia, and flights, and screams and scolding 
— Alexander Po] 




Ten jears later — Time proKiesses — 

Sours your temper ^ thins your tresses; 

Fancy, then, Iiei chla relaxes; 

Kates are facts and so are taxes. 

Talry Queen 's no longer young — 
Fairy Queen has got a tongue. 



Twins have probably Intruded — 
Quito nnbldden — jnrt as 7011 did — 
They 're a aouice of cara and trouUo — 
Just as yon were — only doable. 

Cornea at last tlie final atrakft — 

Tlm« taoB bad bis Uttle Jokel 

— William Scbwenck Gilbi 



When My Love Laughs 

Wben my Lore laughs, the prettiest dimples grow 
Upon her cheeks, and rippling rlllets flow 
From ber sweet lips to prove the sweetest mit 
And lips are parted for those pearls, whose 1 
Saltan and Sbab do not so much as know; 

And all about tbe tenderest roses blow — 
The loToUest blossoms mortals see below — 
Methlnks all roses there mast have tbelr birtl 
Wben my Iiove langtas. 

And, more than this, the day begins to glow 
The birds to sing, and radiant Dawn to strow 
Her roses over all the gladdened earth — 
Bloomed e'er such Joy within such tiny girth? 
For sarely Heaven no merrier sight can show 
When my Love langhst 

— John Jarvis Hold 



r I laogh at any mortal thing 
'T is that I may not weep. 

— George Lord Byi 
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A hat — tlie product, jron *d 

Of bis great-giamdsirQ's dar — 
Witt) Ivy now, and now witti rose 

Perennially g&yt 
A flntt of sacking, flrat posssBsed 

Borne twenty years ago — 
Sacb, sizB, the wardrohe at Its bn 

Of Jolly Ptene le QiosI 



A pack of cants, a flageolet, 

A table, an old bed. 
An empty chest, a silhouette — 

His sweetheart's, be it said; 
A jug which FroTidence takes care 

Stall never cease to flow — 
Sncli, sirs, the utmost wealth can b, 

To jolly Pierre le Q-rost 



Instmctor to the little folk 
In gomes of every kind, 

Frofnse with pleasantry and Joke 
More racy than refined; 




In coontry dance and catcb and gl«o 
His knowledge prompt to show — 

Such, sirs, tbe whole profidency 
Of JoUy Pierre le Oros! 

Since cOEtly brands be cannot get. 

Content with common wine, 
FTefenlng cbnljliy-clieeked Nanette 

To damsels Bnperfine; 
With lovlng-kindnesB brinuning o'ei 

Witb barmless mirth aglow — 
Sncb, sirs, the pbllOBophlc lore 

Of jolly Flerre le Orosl 



Humbly to fall upon bis knees 

And to hla Father say: 
"Pardon me If my life displeane 

By being a tbonght too gay; 
I ask bnt till the end to ehare 

The bllBH that now I know."— 
Snch, sirs, the unpretending prayer 

Of jolly Pierre le Grosl 

Ye Poor, who filled witb envy frot, 

Te Bich, whose pleasures pall, 
Ye Great, who, striving more to get. 

Too oft are atripped of all; 
Ye Kings, who see yonr crowns depai 

Yonr dynaatlea laid low, 
A lesson learn and learn by heart 

From JoUy Pierro le Gros! 
- William loynbee, from the French of : 
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And wan tbe patient plodder rnes 

His lonely lot eacb Aaggiag day — 
He 's gar who courts tlie meiry moBfll 

When dovm the fields the t«iider com 
Upspdags, and sees bine skies In May, 

When tinddlng blooms the boogbs adorn, 
And flowers bespangle sprig and spray. 
When torrid smnmer's regnant sway 

Has dimmed the foliage's faliest tanes, 
And bronzfid reapers hoose tbe hay — 

He 's gay vho courts the merry mnsel 

And when the hollow harvest horn 
O'erflows with autumn's rich display. 

When blgh, with goodly grain, new-shorn, 
Is piled each lofty granary, 
When, Uke dark moons amid the gray 

Of comftelda, where the red ear woos. 
The pumpkins He In long array— 

He 's gay who courts the merry musel 

Frlnce, e'en though Fortune go astray 
And lost Is wealth's brlght-shiulng cruse, 

Though dark and drear the weary way — 
He 's gay who conrts the merry muse. 

— Clinton ScoUacd. 



The Tables Turned 

Every happy tMng on earth 
Comes to ciown our mortal birth; 
Boses red, and azure sky, 
TloletB, and tbe day's eye. 
Singing maid, and whistling hoy. 
Birds vlth many a huist of Joy, 
Ueadows that the smillght dapplet^ 
[lolden pears, and ruddy apples, 
Torest leaves in Ijright auttunn, 
&ster, and chiysanthemnm, 
Sapphire ahadowH on the snow, 
rroBt flowers on the cold window, 
ronth, and dainty maidens' klsBee, 
imilea and dimples, fragrant tresses. 
Love, and all a lover's hlisses. 
Ul have happiness, of course, 
PPhlcb the poet aings perforce 
In some poem large or small, 
Spic, sonnet, madrigal, 
Innmilng np. In Ms good leisure, 
\1I he thinks we know of pleasure; 
ret neglected, quite unsung, 
Jtandeth one of blither tongue, 
ind, when he has sung of these — 
Lot a sound of revelries! 
2yes half closed, and shaking side, 
lasping breath, lips parted wide, 
[lOnd resounding to the rafter, 
3ear hale, hearty, thoughtless Laug 
Ind, although he may not know it, 
[AU^ter 's laughing at the poet! 

— Wall 
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The Laughing Satyr 

•n voodland dvsller of elnsive Oroace, 
liOD laagbing Satyr of the days of Pan, 
o canght thee flrom tty freedom and thy peace 
And made tliee tluall to dnll piosalc man? 
Wbat demon lingo beside tbee nimbly ran 
Wltb borrld eyes tbat clillled tbee into stone, 

Froze all Uiy mlitb as only demons can. 
Checked thj gay blood, and made tale very own 
Tlqr langbter and tliy song, and Uft tbee thns alone? 



Most lonesome wlgbt, 't is twice a tbonsand years 
Since those crisp leaves that bind thy marble brow 

From tree were torn and sbed their fragrant tean; 
Tea, twice a tbonsand years engnlf tbee now 
From that ^ad timo and frmn the myrtle bongh — 

From hig^ Arcadian woods, and from tbat gaze 
Which stilled the heart that never qnestloned how. 

So suddenly were darkened thy bright ways. 

So swiftly blotted out those dear Aells^tful days. 



Oh, long ago thy comrades fled the earth 

And all the gods departed long ago. 
Oonldst thou this honr regain thy wonted mirth. 

No hannt, no face were fonnd that thou wonldst 

No songs are sung, the graves are mossed with woe, 
The streEuns are nymphless, and the mby mom 

Sets no fair sylvan temple all as^or; 
The fields are dreamless, and the Mils forlorn; 
Sweet echoes tease no more, nor is one satyr bom. 

58 



Laugh on, langb on In Ignorance of cbango, 
For ever keep Ukose lips remembering 

Tbelr mlrtb, tliOBe eyes their loves, nor tblnk it sb 
The dryads thon dost see will endless sing, 
The Dloom 1>e bloom for erei, and the spiUig 

Flood thy gUd fields with fragrance and with Ii| 
To farthest time, nor any joy take wing. 

Tet they are gone, all gone Into the night 

Of countless yesterdays, beyond the ml^ty height 

Iilve on, langh on In white nncbanglng stone; 

'T Is better so than that thy heart ghonldst wi 
Unto the blow that thou art left alone. 

A time may come when wearied earth shall ta 

Hei leafy path again, and men forsake 
Their mad designs; till then, cold marble bel 

A face of lan^ter flouting grief and ache. 
An eye Intent upon the wind and free, 
A heaxt as light as any wind in Arcady. 

— Charles Q. Blani 



Why We Laugh 

We lan^ at what? 
At anything that goes awry; 

Because our woes are part forgot; 
Because 't is better than to sigh; 
We laugh at what 
We cannot help — onr common lot. 
Even because we 'le going to die; 

Because we 'd rather iBngb than not: 
These seem to be some reasons why 
We laugh at — What? 

— Oliver lOai 
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Jocosa Lyra 
In our beartB Is tbe great one ol 



And we cllm^ the cold 



once built on 



i 



n 



Bnt at tlmeB not tlie ali that Is rarest 
la fairest. 

And we long in tUe valley to follow 
Ajjtollo. 



Zhen we drop fiom the lieighte atmoapheric 
To Hertick, 

Or we poor the Qieek honey, grown blender, 
Of Landor; 



• Or we toBB the light Dalls of tbe mocker 



Ob, the song where not one of the Graces 



e woo the sweet Unses a 



Where the verse, like & piper i 



And the rhyme is as gay as a 



-Majrlng, 
lee playing, 
dancer 



It will last till men weary of pleasure 



Laughter and Death 

Then is no laagliter in tbe natnral world 
Of beast or flab or bird, though no Bad donbt 
Of their fatorlty to them unfurled 
Has dared to check the mlrth-campeUIng shout. 

The lion roara hla solemn thunder oat 
To tiie sleeping woods. The eagle screams her cry. 
Even the lark must strain a serious throat 
To hnrl his blest deOance at the sky. 

Fear, anger, Jealonay have found a voice. 

Love's pain or rapture tbe brute bosotna aweU. 

Nature has symbols for her nobler Joya, 
Her nobler aorrows. Vho had dared foretell 

That only man, by some sad mockery. 

Shonld learn to laugh who learns that be muat die. 
— Wilfrid Scawen Slant. 

Laugh not too much; the witty man lan^s least. 
— George Herbert. 




Acknowledgment 

The Uianks of the compilers are dne 
a. Elanden for conrteons pennisalon to 
"Blgadoon" and "The Langhlng Saty 
lett BnrgesB for "Vive la Bagatellel 
Small, Majmard & Company for the 
Hovey' H ' 'Barney McQ«e " ; to Mr. 
comb Biley and UeasrB. The Bobb: 
pany, ovners of the copyright, for "] 
Ing Both HlB Sides" and the <[natrali 
Henry Walcott Boynton and Mr. Be: 
for extracte from "The Oolfei's BnbE 
Bay Clarke Boee for "Thalia", "TheS 
and "Ballade of the Comic Mnse"; and 
JarrlB Holden and OllTei MaCble for ] 



.v.Goci^Ic 



J/i 



The Little Book Series 

Edited and Compiled 
by 

Wallace and Frances Rice 



The Utile 
The Little 
The Little 
The Litde 
The Little 
The Little 
The Little 
The Little 
The Little 
The Little 
The Little 
The Little 



Book of Love 
Book of Kisses 
Book of Friendship 
Book of Brides 
Book of Sports 
Book of Out-of-Doon 
Book of Cheer 
Book of Lullabies 
Book of Laughter 
Book of Limericks 
Book of School-Days 
Book of Bohemia 



toll] and coleccd pavcTildfi. baiH.pe 



Tlw Lilllc Booki are lold evcrywltete or will be wnt poMpud 
on receipt of price, by the 

Publiihen The Reilly & Brilton G), Chicigo 

Complete eaialegve atttl, postpaid, on r&pieat 



3.a.t,zsd by Google 



\6ut GreatBoak. i 



3.a.t,zsd by Google 



